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Perſons repreſented. 


M EN. 
SIR ANTHONY WITHERS, Mr. Parſons, 
FREDERICK, — Mr. Davies. 
PETER, — Mr. Burton. 


HENRY, 4 Country Youth, Mr. Vernon. 


WOMEN. 


AMELIA, diſguiſed 4 5 Mrs, Hunt 
CLARA, ; f 


PAT TY, @ Country Girl, Mrs. Fitzgerald. 


N. B. The Songs compoſed by Mr. Dibdin, 


are new, 
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AME LIA. 


AU 
SCT 
A Garden, 


Enter CLARA and HENRY, 


CLARA, 


O, good Henry, take my Cloak and 
Pattens, and wait for me at the Garden 
Gate: We ſhall, very likely, meet the old 
Knight again in our Way to the Houſe; and I 


know he won't be pleaſed with ſeeing thee in 
the Garden, 


HENRY, 
Let him chuſe: So long as I can be of any 
Service to you, I don't mind his Huffing. 


CLARA. 


Thank you, Henry ; but there can be no Sort 
of Danger. 


B 
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HENRY, 


The Yard Dog may frighten you; and if J 
was by, I ſhould be apt to give him a Flick, 
for all his Worſhip. 


CLAR As 
No, no: He's always tied up in the Day- 
time; and you know there are no other Dogs 


belonging to the Houle but little Shock, and he 
has got no Teeth, 


HENRY, 


Well, I ſhould be ſorry to have any Thing 
happen, and I not at hand to aſſiſt you But I 
won't be troubleſome— I hope J knew better 
than ſo.—I'Il take your Things then with me, 
and ſtay at the Gate we came 1n at. 


CLARA. 
Do ſo, my Lad : I'll ſoon return, 


HENRY. 


Oh! as for the Matter cf that, uſe your 
Pleafure ; I don't think much of my Time: I 
can't ſpend it better than in ſerving you. 


[ Exit. ] 
CLARA. 


ATI [Piccini.] 


Ah! take my Pity, gentle Youth , 
Tig all, alas! I can veſtowy : 

1 «wn thy Conſtancy and Truth, 

| But Heav'n can only beal thy Wee, 
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SCENE II. 


IR ANTHONY. WITHERS and CLARA, 


SIR ANTHONY. 


Heyday ! who have we got here? Harkee, 
young Woman, a Word with you. 


CLARA, 
The old Knight, as I hve; but PI fit him 
for this Turn I warrant, [ Afrae. } 


SIR ANTHONY, 


A moſt delicious Damſel, I profeſs : If I 
miſtake not, Child, your Name is Clara. 


CLARA. 
Yes, Sir Anthony, 
SIR ANTHONY. 


And you board here, don't you, with my 
Tenant, Farmer Dowlace ? 


CLARA. 
Yes, Sir Anthony. 


SIR ANTHONY, 


And it was you, was it not, that I heard 
ſinging in the Grove juſt now? 


CLARA. 


Yes, Sir Anthony. 
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SIR ANTHONY. 

Yes, Sir Anthony | e'gad I believe ſhe'll ſay 
nothing elſe to every Queſtion I can aſk her.— 
And pray what is your Buſineſs in theſe Parts? 

CLARA, 

I don't know, Sir Anthony; I never had 
any Buſineſs in my Life. 

SIR ANTHONY, 


So, ſo, — I ſee how it is. What are your 
Friends ? 


CLARA, 


I never had any Friends but one, and he has 
left me. 


SIR ANTHONY, 
Poor Thing! ſhe's not very wiſe And 
cou*dn't you make a Friend of me, Clara? 
CLARA, 
Let me look a little nearer—So ! Pleaſe to 
turn yourſelf about ; aye, I ſee how it 1s. 
SIR ANTHONY, 
Well, how is it? are you ſatisfied ? Should 
you like me for a Friend ? 


CLARA. 
No.— 


SIR ANTHONY. 
Why ? 


CLARA, 


You're too old. 


* 
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SIR ANTHONY, 


Gad, I don't know whether ſhe's ſuch a 
Fool as I took her for. 


CLARA, 


Beſides, you look ſo awkward, and fo old 
faſhioned — Hav'n't you got a Son calld 
Frederick ? 


SIR ANTHONY, 
I have—What then ? 


CLARA. 


Nay, nothing; only I think he's fitter to 
make a Friend of than you are but I hope no 
Offence. Let me out of your Gate yonder, and 
l be gone. 


SIR ANTHONY, 
And whither are you going ? 
CLARA, 


To the Village. If your Gate had not been 
lock'd, I'd been there already. 


SIR ANTHONY, 


Come, come, you ſhall walk with me, pretty 
one; you hav'n't ſeen half the Garden, and I'lI 
ſhew you the ſhadieſt Walks 


AIX [Potenza.] 


My Paſſion confounds me, 
Such Beauty ſurrounds me, 
Such numberleſs Charms; 
I gaze, I dęſire, 
My Blood is on Fire, 
Oh, come to my Arms, 
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No, no, you'll be rude, I know you will: 
Mercy upon me, how you look! Why they 
told me you was a grave, ſober Juſtice o' Peace: 
Does Jultice ſtare in that Manner? I'm ſure 
you've ſome evil Deſign in your Head—Nay, 
keep your Diſtance I'll go back again; I with 
J had never come near your Garden, that's what 


I do. 
A122. 


O naughty, naughty Garden, 
What ail'd me to come in it ? 
pray your Worſhip's Pardon, 
I muſt away this Minute. 

TI muſt away, 

Farewel ! good Day ! 
Str Anthony, pray excuſe me, 
The more a Damſel views thee, 
The ſurer ſhe'll refuſe thee. 

Nay, let me paſs ; 

O fie ! alas ! 
You'd nearly caught a Fall, Sir: 
Goed lack ! if ibis be all, Sir, 
PI] be within your Call, Sir.— 

[ Runs out: 


SIR ANTHONY, 


Well, go thy Ways for this Time. What 
a Twitter has ſhe put me into; and all to no 
Purpoſe ! I did not think ſhe could have reſiſted 
me; but, all Things conſidered, perhaps tis 
better as it is; ſince *tis more than probable, 1 
might have found it eaſter to conquer her Scru- 
ples than my own. [ Exit.} 
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SCENE III. 


PATTY comes from behind the Trees. 


Mrs. Clara, hiſt! Mrs. Clara ; no-body here? 
How comes this to pals? Where can ſhe be? 
I'm certain, I've not miſtaken the Place ; *twas 
in this very Spot we were to have met. I've 
got a whole Budget of good News for my 
dear little Miſtreſs, and *twill break my Heart 
if I am not the firſt to tell it her. What ſhall I 
do? I muſt not itir from the Place for fear of 


miſſing her: I'll ſing to make the Time ſcem 
ſhorter, 


AIR IV. [Dibdin} 


Hither, hither, haſte away ! 
Gentle Maid, make no Delay. 
J tremble, Leb: 
Ab col ere ſhall I fly ? 
She ſees not my Tears, nor attends to my Cry, 
Hark, the Curfew's ſolemn Knell 
Bids the parting Sun farewel ; 
At whoſe melancholy Sound, 
Echoing heavily around, 
Darkling Elves and Fays advance, 
Here to tread their mazy Dance. 
But ſee, ſbe appears! 
Vaniſh hence, my vain Fears; 
Her Looks cheer my Eyes, and her Voice glads my 


[ Ears. 
CLARA enters to ber. 


CLARA, 
What, Patty, my little Wood-lark, is it you ? 
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. 


O, my dear Miſtreſs, I am overjoy'd to ſee 
you ; I thought you ſtay'd a monſtrous While, 
ſo I ev'n ſung a Song, to keep myſelf from 
being frighten'd. 


CLARA, 


Would you think it! I met old Sir Anthony 
Withers here, and had much ado to get from 
him. 

. 

Why what did he do to you! Fie upon him; 
he's always ſo croſs and ſo cruſty, if he meets 
any Body walking here in the Grounds. Twas 
but Yeſterday he rated poor Henry ſo for only 
plucking a paltry Lelac, you never heard the 
like in your Life, his old Worſhip was ſo 
angry. 


CLARA. 


Yes, Patty, but it was not his Anger that I 
had to encounter, 


pAT Tv. 
Why, what then was it? 


CLARA. 


Nay, pretty one, can't you gueſs ? thou art 
not apt to be ſo dull. — 


r 


Oh, yes, now I have it. O the naughty 
Man, and ſo old too ! fie, fie upon him, but I 
hope you gave him his own; I dare ſay you 
would not let ſo old a Man be free with you. 


CLARA. 


Never fear me, Patty; and now tell me, my 
dear little Girl, what news you have picked up 
within Doors ; what do you hear of Mr. Frede- 
rick's Return ? 


PATTY. 


Oh ! I've charming News to tell you ; he is 
expected Home every Minute, but I gueſs you 
and Mr, Frederick are no Strangers to each 
other. You call me your little Maid ; I've heard 
ſay that fine Ladies tell all their Secrets to their 
Maids; why mayn't I be truſted with yours ? 
I'd ſooner die than betray 'em. 


CLARA. 


O'my Conſcience, pretty one, I think thou 
would'ſt, and without Scruple I ſhall own to 
thee that I love Young Withers, love him to 
Diſtraction; 


A1 R V. [Scotch] 


O Fate, if ſo thou doſt ordain, 

That I once more ſhou'd view him; 
Reſtore him to my Sight again, 

As fond as once I knew him. 


But if regardleſs of my Pray r, 
Thou wilt not ſo befriend me; 
Oh, yet preſerve me from Deſpair, 
And let this Moment end me. 


FATTY x 


O Heavens! you frighten me; is Love fo 
violent a Thing; I love poor Henry, that is ſo 
fond of you, but my Love is the ſofteſt, gen- 
tleſt Thing in Nature, 

C 
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CLARA. 


Sweet Innocent, I forgot thy Age; you'd 
better not hear my Story. — 


TAS SN. Ts. 
Oh, I beg and beſeech of you to go on. 


CLARA, 


In one word then *tis as I tell thee ; you muſt 
know, Patty, I am a Woman of good Birth and 
conliccrable Fortune; my name Amelia, the 
Daughter of Sir William Hartley; my Brother, 
who contracted an Intimacy with young Withers, 
brought him Home with him from the Univer- 
ſity. Who can fee Frederick and not love him? 
my Heart was from the firſt Moment irrecover- 
ably loſt, 


FALT TS. 


But didn't you tell Mr, Frederick how dearly 
you lov'd him ? 


AMELIA. 


That was'n't for mne to do, Patty. For the 
few Days he ſtaid with us, I thought his Atten- 
tion to me was particular, but an Accident in 
our Family ſeparated him from us, and I am 
now fled hither in Diſguiſe to make a Trial of 
his Heart. 


. 


I am ſure he muſt love you; Mr. Frederick 
is the kindeſt beſt young Gentleman in the 
County; I'll run to him the Moment he comes 
home, and tell him you are dying for his ake. 


AME LIA. 11 


AMELIA. 


Hold, hold, Huſſey, you'll ſpoil all; we muſt 
manage this Matter more artfully ; when I talked 
with Sir Anthony juſt now, I affected a ſilly, 
drivelling Air, as if I was not in my perfect 
Mind; I had a Reaſon for it, Patty; I intend 
to accoſt young Withers without diſcovering 
myſelf to him. 


Lr 
How can you contrive that? 


AMELIA. 


Why you and I, Patty, will invent a Diſ- 
guiſe; what if I carried on the Impoſition, I put 
upon Sir Anthony, and pretended to be out of 
my Senles ? 


PATTY. 
But is'n't it wicked, Madam ? 


AMELIA, 


I hope not, ſo long as my Purpoſe is inno- 
cent ; this I know, that ſhould Frederick prove 
inſenſible, mine would be no counterfeited Diſ- 
traction. 


PAT T. 


AIX ̃ — [Dibdin.] 
Ah me ! of what Sorrow and Care 


Poor Women are born to complain; 
What a terrible Thing for the Fair 
To love, and be lov'd not again ! 


Cl 
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Sure Nature that gives us a Heart, 
Never meant that ſad Heart to be broke 
Nor can Love, when he launches his Dart, 
Wiſh to ſee us expire at the Stroke. 


Then let every Doubt be removꝰ d, 
Baniſh Fear far away from thy Breaſt; 
Since Beauty was made to be low'd, 
And Virtue deſerves to be bleſt. 
| {Excunt, 


SCENE IV. 


The Outſide of Sir anTaony's Garden: HENRY 1s 
diſcovered ſitting and compoſing a Garland of 
Flowers; he riſes. 


I have made free with ſome of his Worſhip's 
Flowers ; there is no Robbery in that I truſt, 
She ſtays a long while methinks ! ſure no Acci- 
dent has betided her! I am fit to think his old 
Honour does not bear an honeſt Mind towards 
her ; he is always hankering about our Houſe, 
and I am ſure, before Mrs. Clara was with us, 
he never uſed to come to Father's, except upon 
Rent-day. 1 don't know what ails me; I am 
not half the Lad I was awhile ago ; I neither eat 
nor ſleep, nor work as I uſed to do; and as for 
Wakes and Paſtimes, and ſuch like, lackaday 
J have no longer any Heart for them, or any 
Thang elle. 


ATR VII. 


Why heaves my Breaſt with frequent Sighs ? 
Whence riſes this ſoft Perturbation ? 
In vain my Heart each Effort tries 
To combat its fond Inclination. 
3 How 
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Het helpleſs am I! 
Where ſball J fly ? | 
Where ſhall poor Henry for Succour apply ? 
So fixt is the Dart, 
Too feeble my Art 
To aſſuage the unſpeakable Smart. 


AMELIA enters. 


HENRY, 


Oh! ifackins ! I am glad you are come, Mrs. 
Clara: Look here; I have been plaiting a Gar- 
land for you to wear at the Harveſt-Home To- 
night, if you are ſo minded to accept 1t. 


AMELIA, 
Thank thee, Henry; I'll wear it for thy Sake. 


HENRY, 


That's kind now.—But come, will you be 
walking homewards : Father and Mother will 
wonder what's become of us. 


AMELIA, 


Alas! Henry, I came to bid you farewel. 
Some Reaſons which I can't explain toyou, oblige 
me to take a haſty Leave of your Father and 
Mother, and depart this Night. Well, Henry, 
give me my Things. Commend me kindly to 
the good Folks ; tell them PII call in the Even- 
ing, and ſettle Matters with them to their Satis- 
faction :—as for thee, my good Lad, I deſire 
you will accept this Purſe ; I hope it will com- 
penſate for the Trouble I have given thee, and 
the Ill-will thou haſt got from thy Landlord on 
my Account, Why, what doſt weep for, 
Henry? 
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HENRY, 


My Heart's too full to tell you; and I want 
Underſtanding to expreſs myſelt—but though I 
am a poor Lad, I ſcorn to be a mean one, and 
take Money. No, Mrs. Clara, I would not 
touch your Purſe, if it was full of Diamond- 
Jewels. I ſee you deſpiſe me by your Offer. 


AMELIA, 


Far from it, Henry, believe me; nor will I 
preſs it further upon you, as I fee it hurts you. 


HENRY, 


It does indeed—and not that only, but your 
leaving us, Mrs. Clara. I know it won't arguefy 
what ſuch a ſimple Clown as I am can fay to a 
Perſon of your Breeding—but I beſeech you to 
tell me, wherein Father or Mother, or I have of- 
fended you! If any thing's amiſs, that they can 
remedy, they'll be proud to do it, I'll vouch for 
them—and as for me, if I be in Fault, I aſk 
your Pardon heartily on my Knees. 


AMELIA. 


Nothing is amiſs, nothing. Kneel not to me, 
young Man; your Humility, your Tenderneſs 
oppreſſes me. Neither thou, nor thy Father, nor 
Mother, nor any of you have ever offended me: 
on the contrary, I owe you all (eſpecially thee, 
Henry) my Thanks for a thouſand Services, 
which are ten Times more valuable, as I am 
ſure they ſpring from your Heart. 


HENRY, 


*Tis enough: I ſubmit, May Heaven protect 
you wherever you go | 


AME L IA. 15 
AIR VIII. Duetto. [Cocchi] 


Henry. And muſt we : 
y 1227” bf ; Yes we muſt 1 rs Jer ever 3 

Hard Fate ! ſuch Friends to ſever, 

So faithful and ſo true: 
Co and may Bliſs betide thee ! 
Each guardian Angel guide thee ! 
For evermore Adieu! 
[Execunt, 


End of the Firſt Act. 
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r SSCENE-L 
A more retired Pari of the Grove. 


AMELIA and PATTY. 


AMELIA, 


Well, Patty, how d'ye like my Dreſs? I 
think between us we've trick'd up a fantaſtical 
Sort of a Habit: The Maſk to be ſure is a little 
mal- a- propos, but I muſt depend upon my Inven- 
tion for helping that off. 


ALT Lo 


Sure, Madam, if you was to let him ſee your 
Face, he'd fall in love with you as faſt again as 
he will with that ugly black Thing there. 


AMELIA, 


Huſh, huſh, as I live I ſee him coming. Run 


away, Patty, run away as faſt as you can, 
Exit Patty. 


How my Heart flutters at the Sight of Frede- 
rick ! [Puts on her Maſe: 


SCENE IL 


FREDERICK enter. 


FREDERICK, 


I follow'd you, Child, to know if you ſtood 
in need of any Aſſiſtance. Who are you? and 
why do you wander about maſk'd, and in that 
fantaſtical Habit? 
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AMELIA. 


Save you, Sir, may the Sun- beam never ſcorcli 
you by Day, nor the Dew-damps ſtrike you by 
Night; for the Stars tell ſtrange Tales, and, if 
you are falſe-hearted, Perjury is wrote on the 
Face of the Moon, and ev'ry Owl-ey'd Wizard 
can read it, For my own Part, I care not who 
fees my Face; *tis honeſt, and ſuch as Nature 
made it; but there are Spies abroad, and there- 
fore I go maſk'd, 


FREDERICK. 


Alas! poor Wench, thy Reaſon is diſſeated. 
Have you no Friends in this Neighbourhood to 
take Care of you ? 


AMELIA. 


1 had a Friend, Sir; my Soul lov'd him, and 
my Reaſon approved but he forſook me, and I 
loſt my Wits and Heart together. 


FREDERICK; 


There are no Tokens of Inſanity in that Ex- 
ones. There is ſome Myſtery under that 
aſk ; I'll queſtion her further—| 4/e.]-Then 
you have lov'd—unſucceſsfully loy'd:—therein I 
pity you ;—our Fortunes in that are alike, I 
myſclt ador'd the faireſt of her Sex. ¶ Half aſide. 


AMELTI A; 
The faireſt, did you ſay? Was ſhe indeed 
the faireſt ? 
FREDERICK, 


I thought her ſo.— Her Air reſembled yours; 
her Stature much the ſame; and her Voice fo 
D near 
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near upon a Pitch with yours, that when I hear 
you ſpeak, methinks I am preſent with her. 3 


AI A Ix. [Bach.] 


So profound an Impreſſion I bear 

Of the Maid who was my fond Choice, 
Every Nymph that I ſee has her Air, 
Every Sound that I hear is her Voice. 


Ihen you figh, I can think ſhe is true, 

When you ſmile, I cou'd fevear ſhe was kind, 
You give all but her Face to my View, 

And alas! I ſee that in my Mind. 


AMELIA. 
Is it poſſible ſne could be inſenſible to your 
Paſſion ? 
FREDERICK, 


She has forgot her Madneſs; I'll encourage 
this Adventure. [ A/ide.] Alas! you ſearch 
too deeply—regardleſs of her Vows, ſhe is 
fled, and I am abandoned and undone. You 
muſe.—But whom do I ſpeak this to, and 
what ? Come, unmaſk; if your Features cor- 
reſpond with your Limbs, 'tis cruel to conceal 
them. [ Attempts to unmaſk her, 


AMELIA, 
Not for the World, I beſeech you. —Suffer 
me to aſk one Queſtion more for Curioſity's 
Sake: What was your Miſtreſs's Name? 


FREDERICK, 


Prithee, Child, (for I ſpeak to thee now as 
i a rational Creature) what Motive can'ſt thou 


have for aſking me that Queſtion ? 
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AMELIA. 


No ill one, believe me; yet I confeſs I am 
deſirous to have it reſolved. 


FREDERICK, 


Sure I have not made a Conqueſt of this 

r Wench's Heart without knowing it; 
er Enquiries wou'd almoſt lead me to ſuſpect 
it. [ Alide.] Well, I know no Reaſon there 
is for concealing my Miſtreſs's Name :—It was 
Amelia Hartley.—You are now poſſeſs'd of 
my Story ; which I know not how you have 
drawn from me. I muſt now leave you; if 
you have any Afflictions, I ſincerely com- 
paſſionate you, but Inſanity I hope is not 
amongſt them. Farewel !— 


AMELIA, 


Hold, Sir ! Your Compaſſion is truly amiable, 
and if you are not afraid to give me the Me=ting 
between the Hours of nine and ten in the Even- 
ing, I may perhaps communicate to you ſome 
Tidings, that will both ſurprize and pleaſe you. 


FREDERICK, 


Between the Hours of nine and ten this 
Evening ?— 


AMELIA, 
Preciſely.— 


FREDERICK, 
I will not fail to meet you: Farewel, [ Exit. 


D a 


AMELTA, 


SCENE II. 
HENRY d:Jcovers hunſelf. 


HENRY. 


Don't be frighten'd, Mrs. Clara; 'tis I; 
tis a Friend. 


AMELIA. 
Henry !— What makes thee here? 


HENRY. 


Thank Heaven ſhe's not ſo far gone, but 
what ſhe knows me.—(I beg pardon, Mrs. 
Clara, for my Boldneſs)—How ſhe ſtares !— 
Alas my Heart bleeds tor her ! Do be per- 
ſuaded to return home : We are broken-hearted 
at loſing you.—I'Il watch you Night and Day, 
if you need it. 


AMELIA, 


How came you to know me, and to follow 
me hither ? 


HENRY. 


Lackaday, how ſhou'd I fail knowing you ? 
Don't be angry with me, but I have followed 
you molt Part of the Day, yet feared to accoſt 
you till now, that I ſee you have been in Diſ- 
courſe with the young Squire : Fine Folks I 
know have ſometimes foul Thoughts; and in 
ſo lone a Place as this is, I was fearful he might 
offer at ſome Rudeneſs; if that had been the 
Cafe, I wou'd have been your Defender; nay 
I was about to come forth when he attempted 
to unmaſk you, for, great as he is, I ſhou'd 
pot ſtand by and ſee you wrong'd by any one. 
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AMELIA. 


This honeſt Creature's Affection to me is 
diſtreſſing. 


HENRY. 


How ſorry am I to ſee you thus! What a 
piteous Change have a few Hours brought 
about! Is a Mind like your's ſo ſoon over- 
thrown ? Better be born a Clown like me 
without Wit or Underſtanding to loſe, than 
be learned to no better Purpoſe than this. 


A211 [Dibdin] 


See thy Henry till attends thee, 
Still thy bumble Friend defends thee, 
Whither hes thy Reaſon ftray'd ? 
Turn and hear me, 
Do not fear me, 


O thou laſt, thou lovely Maid! 
AMELIA-. 


Why ſhow'd I conceal any thing from this 
honeſt Creature ? Come hither, Henry ; 
don't be alarm'd : my Reaſon is no worſe 
than it was; I am not mad. 


HENRY, 


Oh! the Bleſſing ! may I believe it? Then 
what do you do with all this diſtracted Geer 
about you ? 


AMELIA, 


That you ſhall know in due Time; but 
tell me now, my good Lad, how can I reward 
the Services you have done me; pecuniary 
Gratifications, it ſeems, your Spirit diſdains; 
what can I do for you ? 
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HENRY, 
Nothing; I have deſerv'd nothing. 


AMELIA, 
Nay, but, —conſult your Heart. 


HENRY, 
TI dare not; it is not fit I ſhou'd. 


AMELIA. 


How, Henry! is there any doubt then of 
its Honeſty ? 


HENRY. 
No, Mrs. Clara, I hope I am honeſt; but 


I am ſure I am unfortunate. 


AMELIA. 


Alas, poor Youth ! Is it in my Power to alle- 
viate your Unhappineſs ? 


HENRY, 


Don't aſk me that Queſtion; 1 am but a 
Clown, and my Anſwer may offend you. 


AMELIA, 


I ſee the Cauſe of your Uneaſineſs, and 
have long regretted it.—Pll tell thee what, 
Henry, you and I have long been Friends; 
tis fit I ſhou'd now diſcloſe to you a Secret. 
I am not, as you conceive me, a low-born 
Country Wench, but am of ſome Rank and 
conſiderable Fortune. The Concluſion you will 
draw from thence may be uſeful. —I ſee you are 
in Surprize at what I have told you, but if you 


will 
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will walk with me to Mrs. Olivia's, I'll tell 
you why I have aſſum'd this Appearance of 


Madneſs. 
HENRY, 
I will attend you, Madam.—Heigh ho ! 
how baſe I am not to rejoice at this Diſcovery ! 
AMELIA, 


When I relate my Story more at Jarge ta 
you, Henry, you will find that all the Unhap- 
pineſs I have known in Life has ſprung from 
Love. *Tis a dangerous Paſſion, and I wou'd 
caution every Friend of mine againſt it. 


A IR XE£ [Stanley.] 
When Love at firſt Approach is ſeen, 


His dang'rous Form he veils ; 
A playful Infant's harmleſs Mien 
The fatal God conceals. 


When ſoon by us fond Dupes careſt 
He atts bis trait*rous Part, 
And as we preſs him to the Breaſt, 
He ſteals into the Heart. [Exit.] 


SCENE IV. 


PATTY enters to HENRY. 


ATT. 


Henry, what ails you, Henry? let me ſee: 
Oh the Mercy! you've been weeping, Henry: 
This is Mrs. Clara's doing, I know it is. 


HEN K. 


Go, go, my pretty one, you can give me no 
Comfort. | 
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. 


I know that; but I can weep with you, tho? 
I cannot comfort you. Wou'd to Heaven that 
I was as handſome, and as witty, and as rich as 
Mrs. Clara! 


HENRY. 


Why, what would my poor little Patty do 
with all theſe fine Qualities, if ſhe had 'em? 


PATTY, 


What wou'd I do with 'em, Henry? beſtow 
them all upon you, were they a thouſand Times 
more. 

HENRY, 

Dear, generous little Girl, thou art a Wo- 
man, and the beſt of Women in Virtue and 
Affection: But come, we muſt follow Mrs. 
Clara, 

FAT TT: 


Yes, Henry, you follow her, who loves you 
not ; and ſhe that loves you 1s a Child, 


AIR XII. [Dibdin.] 


Had I the World at my Command, 
P'd lay it at thy Feet; 

And wou'dſt thou bleſs the Giver's Hand, 
My Foy would be compleat. 

But Clara makes this humble State 
Superior to a Threne ; 

Her Eyes were made to rule thy Fate, 
And mine to weep their own. 


[Exeunt.] 
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SCENE V. 


SIR ANTHONY WITHERS and FREDERICK, 


SIR ANTHONY, 


Tis a ſtrange Adventure, Frederick ; Wo- 
men are apt now-a-days to ramble up and down 
in Maſks; *tis an Age in which Ladies take no 
Pains to hide either their Faces or their Faults. 


FREDERIC, | 
Tis as I tell you, notwithſtanding, Sir; and 
I declare to you, ſhe fo reſembles Amelia Hart- 
ley in Voice, Air, and Deportment, that my 
Heart has not ſubſided ſince. 


SIR ANTHONY, 

Miſs Hartley, Child; impoſſible ! pr'ythee 
think no more of Miſs Hartley, for depend on 
it, Frederick, Miſs Hartley thinks no more of 
you. [ Exit.] 


AIR XIII. Dibdin.] 


F RE DE RI CX. 


Parents thint our Inclination 
Neer ſhould fix till they approve; 
Loſt to every ſoft Senſation, 
They forget what "tis to love. 


Void of every gencrous Paſſion, 
Lovers now with ſordid Art 

(Such the World's diſgraceful Faſbion) 
Woo the Intereſt, not the Heart. 


Thou alone alike regarding 
Wealth and Titles with Diſdain ; 
Worth with equal Worth rewarding, 
Lov'ft and art belov'd again. [Exit.] 
E 
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SCENE VI. 
SIR ANTHONY and PETER, 


SIR ANTHONY, 
: And are you ſure, Peter, that it is the young 
| | Woman, who lodges here at Farmer Dowlace's? 
1 PETER, 
| Certain ſure, your Worſhip. 


SIR ANTHONY, 
And out of her Senſes, you ſay ? 


PETER, 


Stark, ſtaring mad, as I'm a Sinner; quite 
and clean beſide herſelf. 


SIR ANTHONY, 


Why then certainly 'twas ſhe that my Son, 
Frederick, met juſt now. 


PETER 
Lackaday, why ſhe's now in this very Houſe, 


SIR ANTHONY. 


Say you ſo? and by what Tokens do you col- 
lect that ſhe is out of her Senles ? 
PETER. 


Oh, your Worſhip ! Proof poſitive of that 
ſhe cannot poſſibly be in her right Mind. 


SIR ANTHONY, 


But why, Fellow; why can't ſhe be in her 
right Mind? 8 


er 
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PETER. 
Why becauſe ſhe talks ſo much about your 
Worſhip. 
SIR ANTHONY. 
Blockhead, what does ſhe ſay about me? 
PETER. 


Why, if the Murder muſt come out, it muſt; 
but I'll ſtake my Head to a Turnip, that *tis all 
for Love of your Worſhip. 


SIR ANTHONY, 
How ? what ? Love of me ? 
PETER. 


Why, ſhe told it me herſelf in ſo many Words 
this very Moment, poor Soul! I pity her from 
my Heart. 


SIR ANTHONY, 


Leave me. [ Exit Peter, 
Of a certain this Clown has hit it; I ſhall 
never have an caſy Moment more. It has ever 
been my Fortune to be admired by the fair Sex; 
= ſo melancholy a Proof of it J never met be- 
ore. 


AIR XIV. (Cocchi, ] 
Farewel, fond unhappy Creature, 


See for me poor Clara dies : 
Lightning blaſt each murd ring Feature, 
Blind theſe fatal fatal Eyes ! 
Yet what means this fond bewailins ? 
Let the wretched fair One die; 
If my Form is ſo prevailing, 
Nature is in Fault, not I. 
E 2 
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Od's, my Life! Here ſne comes, and without 
her Maſk: Yes, yes, *tis ſhe; 'tis Clara, Oh 
piteous ! what a Spectacle. She ſtares horribly 
I don't half like her, and I wiſh ſhe was not 
half ſo fond of me.—Well, Child, why d'ye 
follow me ? What is it you want ? +08 


AMELIA. 
My Wits— 
SIR ANTHONY, 

Your Wits ? be pacified ; I've no ſuch Thing 
about me. | 
AMELIA, 

My Heart.— 


SIR ANTHONY, 


*T'will come back again: Mine's upon a Viſit 
too; I feel it in my Shoes. Mercy on me, ſhe'll 
devour me; I ſhall be as mad as ſhe, ſhe has 
ſcar'd me out of my Senſes. — Why Peter, Harry, 
Thomas—Who's there? -A Reſcue, a Reſcue ! 
Here comes my Son. 1 0 
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Hah! [ She maſks, 
FREDERICK enters. 


FREDERICK, 


What's the Matter, Sir ? You ſeem in a 
Flutter; has the fair Maſk been telling you your 
Fortune? I ſee ſhe is a Dealer in the black Art. 
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AMELIA, 


Black ! 'tis ugly; I hate it; I deal in the 
Light; I traffick with the Stars. 


SIR ANTHONY, 
I rather think 'tis with the Moon, 
AMELIA, 
Give me your Hands. 


ATR Ev [Arnold.] 
You love and are belov'd again. 


o 


[To Fred, 


You love, alas ! but love in vain, 
[To Sir Ant, 
The Grove; the Garden was the Scene. 
You've been to blame— 
Oh, fie for Shame |! 


With Hair fo grey, to wear a Head ſo green. 


Your Maid is fled. Your Miſtreſs gone. 
Yet both theſe Loſſes are but one : 
I, who conceaPd her, can reſtore : 
Lament !—Rejoice ! 
Here is my Choice: 
Come, tate; O take, and never quit me more, 
[ Unmaſks, and runs into Frederick's Arms, 


FREDERICK, 


O tranſporting Surprize ! do I behold thee ; 
do I again embrace thee, my dear, my deſtin'd 
Amelia? 


SIR ANTHONY, 


Amelia! Amelia! what do I hear? Oho! 
what a fine Fool has ſhe made of me? Your 
humble 
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humble Servant, Miſs Hartley: I'm glad to ſee 
you are in your ſober Senſes, Madam. 


AMELIA, 


I am, Sir; and can you forgive my Prefer- 
ence of your Son before you ? 


Huſh, no more of that I charge you: *Tis 
well we are wiſer than our Children, for cer- 
tainly they have ſome unaccountable Advan- 


tages over us. 


FREDERICK, 


O my Amelia, I have News for thee, which 
J flatter myſelf you will be pleaſed with; I come 
immediately from Sir William Hartley's : your 
Friends are impatient to receive you, and have 


conſented to our Union. 
AMELIA, 


Then is my Joy compleat—now had JI but 
a Friend that cou'd relate to them this Day's 


Events,— 
HE NR Y enters. 


HENRY. 


You have a Friend, Madam ; an humble 
and a faithful one, ready to undertake that 
Office, or any other you can lay upon him, 


AMELIA, 


I thank thee, my good Henry, and will 
accept thy Services : Frederick, I have much 
to tell you of this Youth, whom I deſire you 


will love for my Sake, 
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FREDERICK, 


1 I know him well; his Fortune ſhall be my 

Care. 

HENRY. 

[= Thank Heaven, I ſhall now be abſent, 

when ſhe is married. 

PATTY runs in. 
r AIR XVIII. [Dibdin] 
Po 
K Q Maſters, look out and behold 
Such a Sight as ſure never was ſeen ; 
The Sky glitters over with Gold, 
And the Folks are all cut on the Green. 
3 Such Gambols, ſuch frolickſome Airs, 
Ce While the Pitcher goes merily round : 
Ir F you want to be rid of your Cares, 
© Come out and rejoice at the Sound, 
O Madam, ſuch a Sight ! The Harveſt 

Folks are all afſembled at their Sports upon 
> the great Lawn before the Houſe ; nothing 
but your Preſence is wanting to crown their 
$ 

Amuſements. 

AMELIA. 
Oh, by all Means let us go thither. 
e FREDERICK, 
it Joy is pleaſing in whatever Shape it appears. 
SIR ANTONY, 

] Let this then be a Day of general Happineſs. 
h | 
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AIR XVIII. [Richter, 
CHORUS. 


Happy Nation, who poſſeſſing 
Nature's Gifts in full Increaſe, 
Sees around thee every Bleſſing, 


Scenes of Plenty, Scenes of Peace. 
Chor. Happy Nation, &c. &c. 


Fields, where golden Ceres waving 
Gliſtens in the ripening Sun: 
Streams their fertile Borders laving, 
Scatt'ring Riches as they run. 


Chor. Happy Nation, &c. &c. 


Meads, where Flocks and Herds diſporting, 
Gaily paint the chequer'd Vale, 
Groves, where happy Shepherds courting, 
" Softly breathe their amorous Tale. 


Chor. Happy Nation, &c. &c. 


Cogliug. Lars gently blowing 
Fragrance from the flow'ry Plains; 
Temperate Skies ſerenely glowing ; 
HArtucus Nymphs and valiant Swains. 


CHORUS. 
Happy Nation, cho poſſeſſing 
Nature's Gifts in full Increaſe, 
Sees around thee every Bleſſing, 
Scenes of Plenty, Scenes of Peace. 


FINIS. 
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